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One 


Stone ducked into the doorway at the Central Saloon and was about to reach for the door while he shook the 
rainwater off his hood and shoulders. The door swung open before he could grab the handle and a long-haired 
blonde man stepped out, bumping into Stone. 


"Whoa!" The blonde practically screamed like he was bitten. 
"Relax, dude," Stone muttered. "And get out of the way." He pushed past the other man and stepped inside. 


As Stone stepped up to the bar, he glanced back and frowned when he noticed the guy standing outside, 
watching him through the window. He purposely turned his back and ordered a beer. When Stone glanced again, 
the guy was gone. "Fucking weirdo." 


He turned and wandered over to the booth in the corner that he had spent many, many drunken nights in with 
his friends and his band and his ex. In the corner of the worn, smooth wooden table was carved, "Eddie + Stone 
10/6/P'. Stone brushed his fingers over the letters and swallowed the lump that suddenly formed in his 
throat. He remembered that night. Well, most of it, anyway. 


Eddie was a spastic but affectionate drunk. He had a couple too many shots and shared a joint with Chris out back 
When they returned, Eddie settled in Stone's lap and nuzzled under his hair, purring as he told Stone all of the 
naughty things he intended on doing to Stone's body. As he started to roll his hips against the guitarist, Eddie 


suddenly yelped and jumped fo his feet. 
"What the hell is in your pocket?" 


Stone remembered how his face burned in embarrassment when all eyes fell on him. He pulled an old Swiss army 


knife from his jeans pocket. 
Eddie grabbed it and examined it. "Cool!" And then he proceeded to start carving the table. 
Stone still had the old pocket knife. It was a gift from his father on his thirteenth birthday. 


He chugged his beer, ignoring the band on the stage, barely hearing them, really. His fingers continued to trace 


over the letters in his own name. 


Everybody had warned him. Jeff, especially. His oldest friend and occasional foe had begged Stone not to get 
involved with Eddie. They both knew it was a recipe for disaster. You didn't date your bandmates if you wanted 
your band to last. But he couldn't stay away from the moody, magnetic frontman if he tried. And Stone did 
try. At least a little. But for all their differences, despite knowing they should be off-limits to one another, 


Stone and Eddie had found love. Crazy, unpredictable, passionate love. 


Jeff's words rang in his hears again, Stone, dont do this We want this band to work. We can make this work 
Please dont fuck this up for mel 


He sighed. "Don't fuck this up for me." 


It would have continued to work out, both the band and his relationship with Eddie, Stone thought, if they had 
all just listened to him. But they didn't. Especially Eddie. 


Eddie was growing. No longer was he the shy man with the powerhouse voice who hid behind his hair while he 
sang Stone's songs. He had ideas of his own. He proved to be one hell of a songwriter, himself. And Stone, as 
much as he loved Eddie, had begun to feel threatened by him. Any other man would have been ecstatic to find 
out his lover was so talented, but nope, not Stone. Stone was jealous and insecure. If Eddie had only gotten 
close to him to take over the band .. No, Eddie wasn't like that. If the rest of the band decided they didn't need 
Stone anymore .. No, they wouldn't do that to him. But Stone couldn't rein in his insecurity and sharp Tongue. 
He started more arguments with Eddie than he cared to admit. Finally, the singer gave him an ultimatum: be 


his bandmate or be his lover. But not both. 
Stone chose bandmate. 


And now, things were weird. Things were so weird. He loved Eddie so much but had no idea what to say when 


he saw him. He had begun to rationalize, saying what he did, he did out of love. Out of a sacrificing desire to 
see Eddie's dreams come true. He was a martyr is what he was, Stone reasoned, sacrificing his happiness so 


that Eddie, Jeff, Mike, and Dave could have successful careers. 


Stone welcomed each new bottle of Heineken that was placed in front of him. He took the knife from his pocket, 
fiddled with it, opening and closing the blade, as he stared at his own name. And then he scratched it out. 


There was a flaw in his logic, however. It took getting drunk by himself for Stone to finally see it. The damage 
had already been done. He couldn't fix things in the band merely by ending his relationship with Eddie. The band 
may just be beyond repair. So there he was: without a band and without the man he loved. 

Before the tears pooling in his eyes spilled over, Stone stood up. He swayed a little as he started for the door. 
People looked at him strangely as he used them to push off of, propelling himself forward and out the door, 
into the light rain. he pulled his hood up and ducked his head, plodding down the street. When Stone came to an 
intersection, he stopped and looked around. It was dark and the streetlights reflected off the wet pavement. 
There were a few others nearby, probably trying to figure out their way home as well. Diagonally across the 
intersection, Stone noticed a figure leaning against a lamppost, watching him. 

"Hey," Stone mumbled as he stepped off the curb. 

The figure took a half step backward. 

"Heyl" Stone staggered through the street. 


If the figure turned and ran, they'd easily avoid being caught by the drunken guitarist. But, for some reason, 
they didn't. 


"Who are you?" Stone asked when he reached the curb. He grabbed at the figure's arm. 

It was the same blonde guy from earlier in the evening. When Stone touched him, he howled in pain 
"Why are you yelling? km barely touching you. What's wrong with you" 

‘Let go. Let gol Let go! Please!" He pleaded with Stone as he wrenched his arm free. 

"What is wrong with you?" Stone barked. 

"Nothing. Sorry" He was sheepish, almost timid. This aggravated Stone even more. 

"Why are you following me?" 


"I'm not.” 


Stone shook his head and turned to walk away when he stumbled and almost fell. The blonde man grabbed him 
and set him right, cringing the whole time. 


"Thanks. Thanks. Now, go away’ 

"You're drunk" 

"No shit! 

"How will you get home?" 

"Fucking walk. Who cares?" 

"Kil drive you" The blonde offered. 

"Look, that's nice and all, but | dont even know you" 

"Oh, I'm Jerry. My name's Jerry’ 

Stone looked at him. Was this guy for real? "Okay, Jerry. km still not getting in a car with you" He left the guy 
standing there and started walking away. Stone glanced back to see if Jerry was following. He stumbled on a 
piece of uneven sidewalk and fell forward, onto his hands and knees. "Fuck!" He yelled and struggled to stand up. 
Jerry hissed when he took Stone's elbow and helped him stand 

"Why do you keep making weird noises?" Stone snapped as he yanked his arm away from Jerry. 


I'm sorry. Look, you're clearly drunk. Can | just take you home?" 


Stone looked down at his palms. They were both scraped up and one was bleeding on the pad of his hand. When 
he tried to take a step, he cringed and reached for his right knee. "Shit!" 


"And now you're hurt. Please?" 

"Finel Fuck!" The guitarist grumbled. "But if you end up killing me, I'm gonna be fucking pissed!" 
Jerry bit his lip as he held Stone's elbow and slowly led him over to his car. 

"This is your car?" Stone asked, staring at the vintage red Corvette ragtop. 

Quietly, Jerry replied, "It was a gift." He opened the passenger door for Stone. "Please get in" 


Stone looked at him again. "If you kill me ." 


‘Im not gonna kill you." 

Stone rubbed his knee as he watched the other man walk around the car and get in behind the wheel. 
"Okay, where do you live?" 

"Ravenna." 

The blonde raised his eyebrows. "You were gonna walk all the way to Ravenna?" 

"So?" 

"It's like, at least a fifteen-minute drive" 

"Sg?" 


Jerry sighed and started the engine. When it roared to life, Stone shifted in his seat, wanting to smile but 
forcing himself not to. 


"There's something | don't get." 

"Yeah?" Jerry asked, shifting the car into gear and pulling away from the curb. 
"Like, did you just move here or something?" 

"Nope" 

"How come I've never seen you before?" 

"Maybe you have." 

"Nah, I'd remember you." 

Jerry glanced at Stone, a tiny grin tickling his lips. 

| mean „because you're weird." Stone blushed, thankful for only the dim illumination from the car's dashboard. 
"| am?" 

"Yeah. Why'd you freak out when | grabbed you?" 


"Oh. |, um, | don't like to be touched." 


"Oh. Haphephobia" Stone nodded. "I read about that 

"Im not afraid of it. It just hurts’ 

The guitarist scowled. ‘Isn't that the same thing? You know what? Never mind. | don't care" 

Jerry ignored Stone. ‘It's not the same thing. It hurts, but Im not afraid of it | just dont care for being hurt! 
"Yeah, who does?" Stone mumbled as he turned his head to look out the window. 

After a long pause, he heard Jerry quietly say, "I can sense that you are hurting right now” 


"What gave that away, Sherlock? The blood on my hand or the fact that," Stone turned to glare at Jerry. "You 


saw me fall?" 
| mean inside. Your heart." 
"Whatever, dude. l'm on Ravenna Boulevard. Number 1822" 


They rode in silence until Jerry rolled the Vette to a stop in front of the little tan bungalow. He turned the 


engine off and opened his door. 
"What are you doing?" 

"Helping you." 

"| got it” 

"But —" 


"| got it!" Stone barked as he opened his door. "Thanks." He hobbled up the walk to the front door, pulling his 


keys from his pocket. Stone turned and gave Jerry a dismissive wave. 


Inside, he stripped off his wet clothes and left them in a pile on the bathroom floor while he bandaged his 
hand. He couldn't stop thinking about Jerry. Stone wouldn't admit it, but he found the other man attractive 
with his long blonde hair and neatly trimmed beard and soft voice. Stone crawled into bed and flopped down on 
his stomach. The blonde's words echoed in his throbbing head. / just don't care for being hurt: 


What a stupid thing to say, Stone thought. Nobody likes to be hurt. Why he kept cringing and freaking out at 
being touched, though. That, Stone didn't understand. It had to be a phobia. Surely just touching another 
couldn't physically hurt. Then he remembered something else Jerry said. Stone huffed and rolled onto his back, 
staring at the ceiling. How could the stranger possibly know that his heart was hurting? 


"Because you're drunk and grumpy, stupid," Stone mumbled to himself. Of course. 


With a satisfied sigh -mystery solved- Stone folded his arms under his head and closed his eyes. The tiny grin 


of triumph faded as Stone remembered another time he was drunk and grumpy. 


Eddie crawled into his bunk one night after a particularly invigorating show somewhere on the east coast. He 


wrapped his arms around Stone and nuzzled his neck 
‘Go away," Stone mumbled 

"Whats wrong?" 

‘Just go away, Ed" 

‘But | want fo -" 


Stone huffed and roughly rolled over to glare at Eddie. "Fucking go away! Im not in the mood for your shit!" He 


shouted in the other man's face 
The look on Edde's face killed Stone. "What's your fucking problem?" The singer's voice broke 
Softer, Stone tried to apologize. "Sorry. Im just not in the mood" 

‘for my shit Yeah, | got that You know, wanting fo love you and sleep with you is my shit now?" 
The guitarist started to speak 

Forget it," Edde mumbled and left Stone's bed 


He drank too much that night because he begged Eddie not to climb. It worried Stone. But Eddie didnt listen. So 


Stone drank away his worry and his anger. 

The morning greeted Stone with a raging headache. He shuffled through the small bungalow and made himself 
coffee. As he passed the answering machine on the kitchen counter, he noticed the blinking light. There were 
three messages from Jeff, one from Mike, one from his mother, and one from Eddie. 


‘Stone, its Eddie. Um, can you meet me at London Bridge tomorrow? | want fo talk. Um, okay. Okay, thanks." 


"Fire Dave? That's what you wanted to talk to me about?" Stone nearly shouted at the singer as they 


awkwardly stood in the middle of the practice room. 


"Well „yeah. You know it's been brewing for a while. Why, what did you think?" 


"Nothing. Forget it" 

Stone drove home, replaying the conversation over and over. Should he have told Eddie what he thought they 
were going to talk about? What he wished they were going to talk about? No, probably not. Asking Eddie to get 
back together was a stupid idea. Besides, Stone wasn't sure that's what he wanted, anyway. He just wanted to 
heal the pain somehow. 


The red Corvette was parked in the same spot where Jerry had dropped him off the night before. 


Stone frowned as he parked his silver Volvo wagon behind it. "Great," He muttered as he got out of his car. 


Stone walked up to the driver's window and motioned with his finger, asking Jerry to roll down the window. 
"Hi," Jerry smiled as he did so. 

"What are you doing?" 

"Um, | wanted to make sure you were okay." 

"As you can see, I'm fine. Stop stalking me." 

"I'm not. | just | want to help." 

"With what?" Stone shook his head and started to walk away, toward the house. 

"You're hurting. | can ..| can help you." Jerry got out of the car and followed Stone. 


"You can help me, huh? How?" Stone stepped up onto the stoop and then turned around. "You know what? | 
don't want to know. Just go. I'm not buying today. Or ever." 


"l'm not selling. | do it for free." 
Stone's eyebrows shot up into his hairline. "Oh, really?" 
"Oh! Oh, shit. | don't mean oh, no. Not that" Jerry blushed and stammered. 


For the first time since he met the mysterious blonde man, Stone grinned. Watching him squirm was kind of 


fun. "Then what is it you do for free?" 
"Heal." 


"What?" 


"L can .| can heal ..you." 

"What? Like a psychic healer? Like | said, | ain't buying." 

"Not psychic. Like energy. | can show you." 

Stone rolled his eyes and started to speak when Jerry grabbed his hand. He felt a strange, tingly sensation zip 
through his veins and settle in his chest, radiating a comforting warmth. Stone gasped and closed his eyes until 
Jerry dropped his hand. His eyes popped open and he looked at the blonde in amazement. 

Jerry let out a breath in a low groan He met Stone's stare as he caught his breath, giving him a shy smile. 
"What the hell was that?" 

The blonde shrugged. "It's energy." 

‘It hurts you?" 

"A litte." 

"Why?" 

"Best | can figure is I'm taking in your pain" 


With a vague nod of understanding, Stone turned to unlock the door. Jerry stepped up, onto the stoop behind 


him. 


"No," Stone murmured, distracted by what just happened. "Go away." He stepped inside and closed the door, 
turning the lock 


Two 


Stone avoided life for the better part of a week. He hid in his house, only going out for beer, weed, or food, 
even though he'd taken to ordering delivery most of the time. Messages from Jeff and Mike took up all of the 
answering machine tape. When it ran out, Stone just turned the phone off. 

It was late in the evening when there was a knock on the door. Stone tried to ignore it. He hadn't ordered any 
food and that's the only reason he'd go to the door, anyway. When the knocking became more persistant with 
an irritated edge to it, Stone ruled out Jerry, who he hadn't seen or heard from since he sent him away. And 
he briefly wondered if he wasn't a little sad about that. 

He shooked his head as he shuffled to the door, and opened it just a crack and peeked out. 

"Let us in, asshole," Jeff barked at him. 

"Go away," Stone mumbled and tried to close the door. 


Jeff jammed his foot in and forced the door open wider. 


Stone sighed and turned his back, walking into the living room and collapsing onto the couch. Jeff and Mike 


followed him in and stood in front of him, staring. 

‘So you came by to stare at me?" He grumbled as he packed a bowl and lit it. 
"We're going out" 

"Okay. Bye." 

"You're coming, too," Jeff challenged him, crossing his arms. 

"The hell | am." 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" 

"l'm just relaxing. There's nothing's wrong." 

"Eddie won't be there," Mike offered. 

"That's nice. Still not going." Stone drawled as he took a drag on the pipe. 


Jeff sighed and rolled his eyes. "You're such a pain in the ass." 


"There's the door." Stone glared at him. 


They were still giving each other nasty looks when Mike sat down beside Stone. He gently took the pipe and 
lighter from his hands. 


"Come on, Stoney. We're worried about you." He shot Jeff a look. "Both of us. Come out and have a drink. 


Please?" 
"Yeah, come on. We'll go see who's playing at the Central" Jeff added in a softer tone. 
"Nol" Stone barked. "Not the Central. Anywhere else." 


"Okay." Mike patted Stone's knee. "Anywhere but the Central.” 


They got him into his first shower in a week and dressed him in the least-stinkiest clothes they could find on 
the bedroom floor and then loaded Stone into Jeffs Jeep. 


The band at the Crocodile was a little too mellow for Stone. He decided he wanted something heavier. Angrier. 
"This band is making me sad," He shouted in Jeff's ear. 


"Are you sure it's the band?" Jeff countered. 

"Fuck you," Stone muttered and raised his fourth beer to his lips. 

With Mike's help, he got Jeff to agree to go somewhere else. 

It was a short drive from the Crocodile to the Off Ramp, just about a mile. The darkened streets were 
deserted as the rain started to dot the Jeep's windshield. As they approached the club, Jeff mumbled, "Look at 
that poor schmuck." 

Stone perked up in the passenger seat and looked around to see what Jeff was talking about. 

On the side of the road sat a red Corvette with its headlights still on. 

"Stop! Wait! Jeff, stop!" Stone shouted as he leaned forward and hit the dashboard. 

The Jeep stopped short and Jeff looked at Stone, shocked by his shouting. The guitarist scrambled to unbuckle 
his seat belt and throw the door open. He ran around the front of the Jeep and the Corvette and pulled up 


quick, gasping. 


Sitting cross-legged on the pavement beside the car was Jerry. He slowly picked his head up and looked at 
Stone. Raindrops splashed on his cheeks, mixing with tears. "I hit him." 


In his lap lay a small, black cat. 


"Jerry," Stone murmured as he crouched down. He swallowed around the sudden lump in his throat. "lm sorry. 


I'm sure it was an accident. It happens sometimes." 


The blonde took a deep breath and gently lay both hands on the cat's side, fingers slipping into its fur. He 


closed his eyes and hummed quietly, slowly growing louder and louder until he shrieked in pain 

Stone was positive his eyes were playing tricks on him. He sat back on his heels and stared as the cat slowly 
came to life. It shook its head, standing up on Jerry's thigh. The cat looked up at Jerry, who smiled weakly. 
Then, in an instant, it ran off, disappearing into the shadows. 

Jerry moaned and hung his head, raising his hands to his face. 


"Holy shit!" Mike cried out from behind Stone. "What the fuck was that?" 


The guitarist watched Jerry for a moment before standing up and turning to Mike. "Why don't you guys go 
ahead? I'll catch up with you." 


Mike looked from Stone to the man sitting on the ground. "But -" 


"Go on I'll explain everything later." Stone urged him, wondering why he wasn't barking at Mike like he normally 
would. 


Jeff took Mike by the arm and dragged him back to the car, giving Stone a pointed look 

Stone nodded and then turned his attention back to Jerry. He lowered himself back down to his knees. Stone 
started to reach for Jerry's shoulder and stopped, remembering how it hurt Jerry to be touched. "Hey," He 
whispered. "You okay?" 

Jerry lifted his head and gave Stone a weak smile. "I really freaked out your friends." 

"Nah. They'll forget all about it” Stone smiled warmly. "Can | help you up?" 


"No, better not" Jerry quietly said as he started to unfold his legs and slowly stand up. 


Stone stood and pushed his hands into his pockets. "I'm glad you were able to do that, but it looks like it took a 
lot out of you." 


Jerry wobbled as he stood and reached a hand out, which Stone instinctively grabbed. Jerry hissed and recoiled 
and then gave Stone a look of apology. But it was Stone who quickly apologized. 


"l'm sorry! Just -" He rubbed his hands together, wondering why they tingled a litle. 


"Instinct. | understand. | appreciate it, too." Jerry smiled as he turned and leaned his backside against the 
Corvette's fender. He took a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and offered one to Stone. 


The guitarist took one and used his own lighter to light it and then lit Jerry's. 
"Thanks." 


"No problem. So," Stone began, taking a slow drag and blowing the smoke out, into the soft drizzle. "We could go 
to the club. Get out of the rain?" 


"You can. You should go join your friends. |, um, | should just go home," Jerry replied. "Feeling a little tired" 
Stone took another drag and studied Jerry for a moment. "Do you do that a lot? Bring animals back to life?" 


"A lot? No. You're right, it takes a lot out of me. But | hit him, myself, and | couldn't .." He trailed off, looking 


away from Stone. 
"| know. I'd do the same if | could." 
Jerry smiled and took a drag on his cigarette. "l'm glad you came by." 


"So am |." Stone's heart skipped a beat when Jerry's smile widened. After a pause, he leaned in a bit and quietly 
asked, "Do you really think I'm in pain?" 


Jerry's eyes met his and he slowly nodded. "Very deep pain" 


The guitarist dropped his gaze and took a long drag of his cigarette. He considered telling Jerry everything. It 
would do him good to get a lot of things off his chest and to talk to someone who wasn't involved. Jerry 
seemed trustworthy and caring. He was way out there and Stone didn't understand this special talent of his, 
but Jerry had a kind face and pretty eyes. Stone could open up to him. When he picked his head up and looked 
at Jerry, Stone's heart skipped again to see the blonde's patient gaze still fixed on him. He opened his mouth to 
speak, finally about to pour his heart out to the other man, when a bolt of lightning hit a nearby transformer 
and blew it to pieces, exploding and sending a cascade of sparks and debris to the shiny, wet pavement below. It 
was beautiful as all the streetlights on the street went dark and the sparks were the only illumination. Stone 
could only stare at it with his mouth hanging open. Beside him, Jerry shuddered and whimpered. 


It took Stone a moment to tear his eyes off of the smoldering, destroyed utility pole. "You felt that?" 


The blonde took a deep breath and nodded. "A little." 


The rain really picked up and started to pelt them. 


Jerry laughed. "Get in!" 


Stone threw his cigarette to the wet pavement and quickly scampered to the passenger side of the car and 
threw the door open, sliding into the seat. 


Jerry got in behind the wheel and grinned as he smoothed his hands over his wet hair. Quietly, he asked, "Do 


you want to go home? I'll take you." 
"No. No, | don't think | do," Stone replied just as quietly. 
"Where do you want to go?" 


He could have said, ‘Wherever you want to take me’. He wanted to tell Jerry he'd go anywhere with him, but 
he couldn't say those things. Instead, he shrugged. "Anywhere." 


Jerry drove in silence for a while. He pulled the car up in front of an old warehouse near the dockyard. 
"What's this?" Stone asked, looking around. 

"This is where | live." 

"Where you live?" 


Jerry nodded. "| can show you. Or we can go somewhere else if you want." He reached to turn the key and 


start the engine back up. 
"Nol" Stone almost yelled. "| mean no, it's fine.” 


Jerry quickly led Stone through the raindrops and up a small, three-step stoop. He unlocked a plain, grey door 
and stepped inside, pausing with the door open, waiting for Stone. "Come on. You're getting wet." 


He slowly stepped inside and squinted into the dark. "I told you | was gonna be pissed if you kill me." He laughed 


nervously. 
The bright, overhead lights flickered on and Stone cringed. 


"And | told you | wasn't gonna kill you," Jerry replied. He moved through a mostly bare room. There was a beat 
up, brown plaid sofa on one wall and a maroon armchair on another. An old console TV sat in the corner and 
Jerry was using an old cable spool as a coffee table. On top of that sat a few copies of Rolling Stone, one with 


Stone on the cover. He stared at it and then looked at Jerry, who was already moving into another room. 


Stone followed and, again, the harsh light made him shield his eyes for a moment. This was Jerry's makeshift 
kitchen. Stone looked around as his eyes adjusted to the light. A small enamel table in yellow and green was 


pushed under a large wall of windows, the old multi-pane, industrial type. Two steel folding chairs were beside 
it. A folding table held a small refrigerator, a coffee maker, and a one-burner hot plate. A large basin sink sat 
against the other wall. 
"Coffee?" Jerry asked. 
"Uh, yeah. Yeah, sure.” 


As he filled the coffee pot at the sink, Jerry apologized. "| know its strange. The place is a dump. But it's warm 
and dry and it's all you know, it's kind of all | can ..” 


"No, it's great! Stone smiled. "Its cool. Plenty of space. You could probably park the car in that other room." 
When Jerry smiled but said nothing, Stone decided to wander. He turned and stepped back into the living room. 
"Oh, wow! | didn't „is that a loft?" 

"Yeah." 

"Cooll" Stone started up the small, wooden staircase. 


"But don't -" Jerry started and stopped when he watched Stone pause near the top of the steps. 


The guitarist came nose to nose with a large, reddish-brown cat. He gasped and turned to look at Jerry. "You 


have a cat." 

"Stone, this is Osiris. Osiris, meet Stone." 

"He's huge! What kind of cat is he?" Stone asked. He wanted to pet the cat, bt Osiris didn't look like the lap kitty 
type. Stone quickly swept the rest of the loft, taking in a mattress on the wooden loft floor with heavy 
blankets piled on top of it, two large bookshelves overflowing with books, and another full of folded clothes. 
"He's .| have no idea He's just Osiris." 

Stone backed down the steps. "Where did you find him?" 


"He was a gift," Jerry mumbled and returned to the kitchen room." 


With a frown, Stone followed. So the expensive, vintage Corvette was a gift, the exotic cat was a gift and Jerry 
lives like a squatter in a warehouse. This just keeps getting better. "How long have you been here?" 


"A while." 


"A-ha" Stone rolled his eyes. "Did you grow up in Seattle?" 


"No." 
The guitarist pulled one of the folding chairs out and sat down. "I see. Where did you grow up, Jerry?" 
"A little south of here." 

Stone sighed. "Do you not want to talk?" 


‘Sorry. I'm not real good at talking. Better at listening. | usually don't have .." He trailed off and turned to the 


coffee maker. "How do you like your coffee?" 
"With conversation," Stone replied. 


Jerry brought two chipped, mismatched cups to the table, setting down a white one with violets painted on it 
in front of Stone. He sat down across from him and sipped from his Bugs Bunny cup. 


Stone toyed with the handle on the cup. "Look, I'm sorry. I'm not trying to pry. | just, um, | don't know. | want 
to hang out with you. You're interesting.” 


‘Im interesting," Jerry repeated. "| see." 
‘Okay, you're also not my friends and they'll never find me here." 
"You're using me to hide from your friends.” 


‘I'm not using you. | want to be here. With you." Stone could feel a certain heat rise on his cheeks so he 


brought the cup to his lips. 


"Have you been working through things? | can sort of feel that your pain is not quite as raw. Its not as close 
to the surface as it was the other night." 


"l, um, | haven't been working through anything. I've been ignoring it. tll go away. I'll be fine.” 


Jerry's eyes flicked up to meet Stone's for only a second before he scowled into his cup. "That's not how it 


works." 

"Do you think you can fix it?" 

"Yes, | think | can" 

"But how? You don't even know anything about it." 


"You have a broken heart. What more do | need to know?" 


Stone sighed. “There's so much more. Everything is such a mess." 

The blonde nodded but remained quiet. 

Stone sipped his coffee, lost in thought. He found himself wanting to talk to Jerry and it scared him. He was 
feeling oddly exposed as if Jerry could already read his thoughts. Well, couldn't he? Jerry already knew he was 
suffering from a broken heart. He sighed as he sat the cup down. Stone looked into Jerry's eyes. 

"Jerry, | -" 

Osiris walked into the room and looked at Jerry, sitting at his feet and loudly crying. 


"Oh, hush, Sy." Jerry scolded the cat. "Sorry, ignore him." 


"No." Stone quickly shook his head. "It's okay. It's fine." 


Three 


Stone had gone quiet. He sipped the coffee Jerry made and his eyes were fixed on Jerry's cat, but he was 
back at Eddie's apartment. 


He was gathering a few random items hed left there over the last couple years 


"You dont have to do this," Eddie said as he followed Stone from room to tiny room. ‘Its not lke we're not going 


fo see each other anymore." 

‘ft might be like that," Stone mumbled under his breath, 

"What does that mean?" 

Stone ignored him. 

‘Stone, what do you mean by that?" Eddie pressed him 

Stone reached for the old blue LUV CO shirt on Eddie's dresser. 

Eddie grabbed the shirt out of his hands. "What the fuck do you mean by that?" 

He spun around and glared at Eddie. Stone opened his mouth to tell him exactly what he meant, but he stopped 
Instead, Stone shrugged. "Nothing. Never mind" He took the shirt, threw it in the crate that held other items lke 
guitar picks, a glass ppe, a hat, a pair of sunglasses. Stone picked up a couple records and then his fingers touched 
the old demo take that Eddie sent to him and Jeff 


"Take if," Edde quietly said 


"No, its yours." Stone closed his eyes and pulled his hand back, leaving the tape to sit on the dresser. "! want you 
fo keep if," He murmured and started for the door. 


"Stone. Stone, wart" Edde called after him. 

"Stone?" Jerry softly called his name and Stone was immediately brought back to the present. 
He gave Jerry a sheepish smile. "Sorry. Zoned out there for a second Must be getting late. 
"You have..." Jerry pointed at him. 


"What?" Stone brought his fingers to his face and felt the wet tears sliding down his cheek. "Oh, god. I'm sorry. 
Does this place have a bathroom?" He put his mug down and stood up. 


Jerry stared at him in surprise and slowly lifted a hand to point at the door across the room. 

Inside the small bathroom, Stone splashed cold water on his face and then stared at himself in the small, 
cloudy, cracked mirror that hung above the basin sink that matched the one in the kitchen After he regained 
his composure, he found a dingy towel and patted his face with it. Then Stone looked around. There were bare 
white walls that didn't go all the way to the warehouse ceiling, basin sink, commercial toilet - the kind with the 
black horseshoe-shaped seat, and a small, stand-up shower. He felt a little ache in his heart. Why did Jerry 


live like this? Never mind that, why was he allowing himself to cry in front of Jerry? 


When he opened the door and stepped back into the kitchen, Jerry and Osiris were gone. Stone picked up his 


coffee and quietly called Jerry's name. 


"In here," Jerry answered him from the living room. When Stone stepped through the doorway, Jerry told him, 
"Sy and | thought you might want some privacy." 


Osiris sat on the couch next to Jerry, regarding Stone with a watchful gaze. 

"That was very nice of you and Sy," He said as he sat down on the other side of the cat. "Thank you." 
"He's very considerate." Jerry smiled. 

"That's strange because cats generally are not." 

Jerry laughed. "Good point.” 


Stone smiled tightly and looked around. "Jerry, do you, um, do you and Osiris want to | don't know. Do you 
want to come back to my place? It's, um, ..you know, not that this isn't great, but .." 


"But it's a fucking warehouse and you have a real house?" 
"No! | mean yeah, | guess. | just don't get why you live like this?" 


"If this was near the university and | had a roommate who scratched his balls and burped a lot instead of 
Osiris, you wouldn't think twice." 


"Yes, | would. I'd still wonder how you got the car." Stone grinned. 


"This is how | choose to live, Stone. | have reasons just as you have reasons for not explaining your pain to 
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me. 


Stone started to protest but closed his mouth and thought for a moment. Then he quietly said, "I'm only trying 
to protect myself” 


Jerry tilted his head and held one hand out in a gesture that said, "As am |." 

"From what?" 

"What are you protecting yourself from?" 

Feeling too much," Stone replied. He looked at Jerry and nodded. “Because you feel everything, right?" 
"Yog" 

"Could you feel happiness as well as pain?" 

"Sometimes, | can feel another's happiness. Yes." 

"What about your own?" 

Jerry looked down at Osiris. 

"Jerry?" Stone pressed him as he moved a little closer. He reached out and petted the cat. 
"It's late. Maybe | should get you back to your home." 

"I'd like to stay" 

"| don't think that's a good idea" 

"Remember when you touched me on my porch? Can you do that again?" 

"Stone .." 

"Please?" 


With a little sigh, Jerry shifted to turn toward Stone. He gently urged the cat to hop down and then held his 


hand out. "Put your hand in mine." 


Stone hesitated, gazing at the blonde's open palm. He knew he was about to hurt Jerry, but Stone craved that 
feeling again, that warm tingle that he got from Jerry. "Only for a second," He murmured as he closed his 


hand around Jerry's. 


He watched Jerry's face. First, Jerry squeezed his eyes closed and then his forehead wrinkled. For a moment, 
he stayed like that. Stone hummed softly when he felt that warmth travel up his spine and radiate in his 


chest, enveloping around his broken heart. 


Jerry scrunched up his face and groaned. He pulled his hand free and murmured, "Stone." 
‘I'm sorry.” Stone reached for him again, touching Jerry's arm. 

The blonde whimpered and pulled away. 

| want you to heal me. You said you would. Please, Jerry!" 

"But not like this," Jerry quietly said. "I can't do it like this.” 


"Then how?" Stone realized he sounded desperate. He realized something inside of him had snapped. He slowly 


leaned back, giving Jerry some room. 

"Talk to me." 

| „| want to. | tried. But .." He trailed off, looking down at the pattern of the couch's ratty upholstery. 

"But what?" 

"| don't know what to say." And I'm scared, he thought. 

"Where did you go before, when you zoned out?" 

Stone swallowed, still fixed on the couch. "My ex," He slowly began "Um, | was thinking about his tiny 
apartment. | guess being here reminded me. |, uh, | went there a while back to pick up some of my things after 


we broke up. There's this tape he made a couple years ago for me. | started to take it. It was the first time 
someone took something | wrote and added their lyrics To it, completing the song, you know? That's special to 


me. 
"You started to take it?" Jerry gently pressed Stone. 

"Yeah. Because it was mine. Because it means a great deal to me." 
"But?" 


"But as | stood there," He reached one hand out as if he was taking the cassette. "I realized that it wasn't just 


mine. It wasn't just his, either. It was ours. It's always going to be ours." 
"Why did it make you cry?" Jerry whispered as he took Stone's outstretched hand in both of his. 


Stone gasped and tried to pull away, but Jerry held it tight. 


"Why?" He repeated. 


"Because it made me happy when | realized it. There are pieces of him and me that will always be connected, 
even though we're no longer together. | think that's what | needed to know" With a shuddering breath, Stone 
gently pulled his hand free. 


Jerry sunk into the couch a little, letting his head fall back against the cushion. He stared at Stone, a smile 
slowly picking his lips. 


Stone gazed back, also smiling. "Thank you." 


The blonde nodded. "You're welcome. Now, | need to go to bed." 


Four 


Jerry brought him an extra blanket and pillow and, for a moment, they merely stared at each other before 


the blonde smiled and dropped his gaze. 
"Um, okay. Okay, good night." 
"Yeah. Yeah, thanks ..for letting me stay." 


"Do you," Jerry held a hand out and then raised it to rub the back of his head. "I mean, you can have the bed 
if you want" He jabbed his thumb toward the loft. 


"No! No. That's yours. I'm fine with this." Stone looked down at the pillow and blanket his arms were wrapped 


around. "Really." 

"Okay. Good night, Stone." 

"Good night, Jerry." 

As he started to unfold the blanket and spread it out over the dingy couch, Stone glanced back at Jerry as 
the blonde climbed the steps up to the loft. Their eyes met and Stone quickly returned his attention to the 
blanket. As he hurriedly stripped down to his shorts, he could hear Jerry's soft voice. 

"Don't worry, Sy. It's only for Tonight. It's okay.” 

Stone's heart thudded in his chest when he heart Jerry say that. He gave himself a mental kick in the ass as 
he stretched out on the couch, pulling the blanket up to his chin First, he wanted nothing to do with Jerry. 


Now, he was upset that Jerry told his cat he was only there for one night? Get a grip, he scolded himself. 


As he stared into the darkness and tried not to listen to Jerry and Osiris up in the loft (or think about Jerry 
taking his clothes off), Stone remembered his first night with Eddie. 


İt was unseasonably hot for March The spring rains were normal, but with temperatures in the 70s, the air was 
heavy and muggy. It had to be after midnight. Jeff and Mike had gone home. Dave lingered for a while, seemingly 
wanting to talk, but left eventually as well 

As Stone was packing up some of his gear, Eddie had taken two bottles of beer from the rusty, noisy refrigerator. 


‘ts really kind of gross out there." 


"Yeah" 


‘ts not normally this hot, is it?" Eddie handed a bottle to Stone. 

"No," He replied as he accepted it. "Thanks." He swiped the cold glass across his sweaty brow. 

Stone could never forget the way Eddie looked at him in that moment, the mixture of hunger and shyness in his 
eyes. He found himself pressed against the cool concrete block wall of the basement practice room. Eddie took his 
breath away as his hands traveled all over Stone's body. Their clothes were torn away, left in a pile while they 
made love right there against the wall. Afterward, in the seclusion of the dark alley, Edde brought Stone out of 
the basement and into the warm Spring rain He could stil feel the drops of water splashing against his flushed face 
and the way his entire body thrummed with the nearness of Edde. 

It was not unlike the way Stone felt when Jerry put his hands on him. 

"Oh, Jesus," He grumbled as he turned onto his side and closed his eyes. 


He awoke to feel a soft weight on his shoulder and hear a gentle purr in his ear. Stone reached one hand up 


and felt Osiris sitting on him. "Morning, cat." 

"Sy!" Jerry whispered. 

Stone could tell he was nearby and opened his eyes when he felt the cat being lifted off of him. "That's okay," 
He murmured as he sat up and rubbed his eyes. As his vision cleared, he saw Jerry standing in front of him, 
bare-chested, holding the cat in his arms. 

"Good morning. Sorry about that. He's a morning cat." 

Something about morning pussy zipped through Stone's sleep-addled brain and he laughed under his breath. 
"What?" 

"Nothing. Forget it" 


The smile that Jerry gave him made Stone's heart skip a beat. 


"l, um, | should probably get „um, you don't have a phone, do you?" Stone struggled to tear his eyes off the 
blonde. 


"No. No phone. | can take you home, though. Let me grab a shirt." 
"Yeah, okay. Okay, thanks." 


When Jerry pulled the Vette to a stop in front of his house, Stone turned his head to look at the place but 


made no move to get out of the car. 


"Um," Jerry quietly began 
"Right" Stone quickly said. "Hey, um, do you | can make coffee. Do you want to come in?" 
‘Oh. Um, | don't .." Jerry glanced at Stone and then looked ahead, out the windshield. 


"Yeah, it's okay. You probably have somewhere to be." Stone reached for the door handle. "Thanks for letting 
me hide from my friends.” 


| guess .| guess one cup wouldn't hurt” 

‘Only if | touch you." Stone smiled as he held up a hand. "I promise | won't" 

Jerry smiled but Stone was sure he noted a touch of sadness in those pretty blue eyes. 

Inside, Stone quickly tried to clean up. There were boxes cluttering the dining table, several guitars, some in 
cases, some not, in the living room. Stacks of unopened mail took up the kitchen counters. As one stack 


cascaded, piece by piece, to the floor, he gave Jerry a helpless look. 


‘lm sorry. We've been out on the road for a while and when | came home, | wasn't really „well, I'm kind of a 


slob, anyway." 
"Its okay. | understand" Jerry bent to pick up the fallen mail 
Stone bent at the same time and reached for it, brushing his fingers against Jerry's. 


This time, the blonde didn't wince or jump back. His eyes darted to meet Stone's wide-eyed stare. He slowly 
pulled his hand away. "Sorry." 


"No," Stone whispered. "My fault." He frowned and gently cleared his throat, flexing his fingers as he stood up 
and placed the stack of mail back on the counter. As he turned on the coffee maker, he watched Jerry out of 
the corner of his eye. 

The blonde glanced around the small kitchen before wandering out into the living room. After a moment, Stone 
heard a quiet strum on one of his guitars. He smiled to himself as he found two barely clean mugs in the 
cupboard. 

He stepped into the living room and found Jerry holding and examining one of his Les Pauls. "Do you play?" 


The blonde quickly put the guitar down. "Uh, no. No, sorry." 


Stone crossed the room and held a mug out for Jerry. "It's okay. You can play with them if you like.” 


Jerry took the mug and gave Stone a smile. "No, I'd be afraid of hurting them." 


As he sat down on the couch, Stone watched Jerry sip his coffee and look at a couple of framed photos on 
the fireplace mantle. 


"These are your parents?" Jerry asked, pointing to the photo of an older, well-dressed, smiling couple. 
"Yes. That was taken last year. New Year's Eve." 


"They look nice," Jerry commented and then picked up the other photo. He smiled wide as he brought the photo 
closer and studied it for a long time. 


Stone blushed before Jerry even said anything. The photo was old, he was around four or five years old. His 
sisters dressed him up in their princess costumes and his mother snapped a picture of them sitting down to 
tea. 

"This is very sweet. Sisters?" 


"Older sisters." 


"That explains it" Jerry returned the photo frame to the mantle and smiled at Stone. As he started toward 
him, he said, "I'm the oldest in my family." 


"Lucky. 


Jerry sat down beside Stone, letting his knee bump into the guitarists. "Maybe." He looked over at the photos 


again. "But you are lucky to have such a close family." 
"You're not close to yours?" 
The blonde shook his head. 


Stone waited for Jerry to elaborate, but he didn't. Instead, he sipped his coffee while he continued to stare at 
the photographs. 


"I know you said you don't want to tell me things, but if we're going to be friends, you could -" 
Jerry looked at him. "Friends?" 


"Well, yeah. | thought -" 


"No, we can't" Jerry stood up, quickly thrusting the mug back into Stone's hand, splashing a little coffee out. 


"We can't be friends. | have to go. 
Stone sat there, confused, holding both mugs in his hands. 

Jerry took quick, long strides to the door. 

"Jerry, wait. Wait! Stone set the mugs down on the coffee table and stood up. "Jerry!" 


The door closed with a quiet click and the next thing Stone heard was the Vette roaring to life. He yanked the 


door open in time to watch the car speed off. 


Five 

It was done. It sucked and it was uncomfortable and tense. But it had to be done. Part of Stone understood that 
he was the only one of them that could do it, but he was still resentful. He took Dave out for brunch and 
explained that the band had decided to split ways with him. Dave was angry, even more so because Stone sat 
him down in the middle of a crowded restaurant. He accused Stone of blindsiding him and making it so that 
Dave couldn't react. Well, of course, he did He wasn't stupid. Was it tactless and unfair? Of course, it was. Was 
it the easiest way to fire someone? Absolutely. Was Stone pissed off that he had to do it alone? You bet he 
was. So maybe he took that out on Dave when he really wanted to scream at Eddie, at Jeff, even at Mike. And 
now, at Jerry. Even with the task at hand, there was a part of his brain that was preoccupied, still trying to 
figure out why Jerry ran away from him. 

When Stone returned home, he went right to his fridge and grabbed a six-pack of beer. He sat in a chair on 
his front porch, watching the rain, drinking beer, and smoking a bowl. To hell with Jerry, he decided. He didn't 


need that complication in his life. 


He was down to the last bottle of beer when Jeff pulled up in his Jeep. Stone stared blankly as the bassist 
approached and stepped just under the porch's roof, getting out of the rain. 


"How you doing?" 

Stone shrugged one shoulder. 
"Heard you met with Dave today: 
"Yep. IF's done.” 

"Good" 

Yep" 

"Have you seen Eddie?" 

Nope" 

"Wanna talk?" 

Nope" 

"So you just gonna sit here and get wasted?" 


"Yep." 


Jeff sighed and shook his head. "Come on, dude. Talk to me." 
"Nothing to say." Stone popped the cap on the sixth beer and took a long drink" 


Fine. Whatever." Jeff turned to leave. "Wait." He turned back to Stone. "That guy from the other night, with 
the cat?" 


"What about him?" 

"How do you know him? Was that shit real?" 

Stone stared at Jeff for a long time. He finally replied, "I don't know him and no, probably wasn't real." 
"Where did you go that night? You didn't come back to the bar." 


He knew Jeff was challenging him, needling him for more information Stone glanced at the door. "Back here. We 


„you know, one night stand." He smirked. 
"Oh. Uh, okay." Jeff started to walk away. "Give me a call when you sober up." 


After Jeff left, Stone sighed and put the beer down on the porch floor. Still leaning forward, he rested his 
elbows on his knees and rubbed his palms over his face. "One night stand Are you some kind of idiot?" He 
mumbled to himself. 


Stone awoke with a start, gasping as he sat straight up. It was dark, but he knew he was in his own bed. He 
must have come inside and passed out. The alarm clock read 1:22. He flopped back down against the pillows and 


lie there, thinking. 


"Fuck," He grumbled and got up, groaning as he held his throbbing head. Stone grabbed his keys and wallet and 
got into his car. 


The Vette was parked in front of the building. Everything was dark. Jerry was probably asleep. Stone pulled his 
Volvo up behind the Corvette and brought the hood of his jacket up, over his head, before getting out of his 
car. He wasn't sure why he was there or what he was going to say, but something compelled him. He knocked 
loudly on the door and waited. 


"Jerry?" Stone knocked some more. “Jerry, its me. It's Stone." 


The rain had picked up and he was getting soaked, despite his jacket. Water ran down the hood, dripping over 
his face. 


Stone pounded on the door. "Jerry!" 


The light beside the door switched on 
"Who's there?" Jerry sounded wary. 
"Hts Stone. Can you open up?" 
"Stone?" 

"Jerry, please?" 


He heard the lock turn and then the door slowly opened. Jerry stood to the side in nothing but a pair of boxer 
shorts and a messy bed head. Stone stared at him, momentarily forgetting how to breathe. 


"What are you doing here?" 


The guitarist stepped inside. "I don't really know. This morning, | fired our drummer and then | got so drunk, | 


passed out. | just woke up and | wanted to see you." 

Jerry closed the door. Osiris bounced down the steps from the loft and meowed at Stone. 
"Hi, Osiris." 

"You woke him. He's mad." 

"Oh. Sorry." 

"You woke me, too." Jerry murmured as he scratched his head. "Raining hard, huh?" 
"What? Oh yeah, kind of" 


The blonde yawned and sat down on the couch, reaching for a pack of Marlboros and lighting one. "So you fired 


your drummer and wanted to see me?" 


Stone didn't know what to do. He wanted to sit down but he wasn't sure he was welcome. He unzipped his jacket 


and let the rain drip onto the concrete floor. "Yeah." 
"That sucks. Why?" 
‘Lots of reasons. Mostly having to do with my ex." 


"| see." 


"Um „Jerry, why ..2" 
"Why what?" 


Stone cautiously perched himself on the edge of the couch, far away from Jerry. "Why did you leave so fast 
the other day?" 


Jerry took a long drag of his cigarette, avoiding Stone's gaze. "We can't be friends, Stone. I'm sorry." 
With a frown, he quietly asked, "But why? | don't understand” 


"Because .." Jerry paused and took a breath, looking around the room. "I was wrong to even approach you. | just 


„| felt you and | couldn't .| should have stayed away." 

"Oh." Stone could feel the heat rising in his cheeks. He pressed his lips together and started to stand up. "I don't 
know what you think | want from you. | mean, | thought | should call you a friend since you did the thing and | 
stayed here, but whatever. No big deal.” 

"Stop," Jerry murmured. "There's no .| mean, you're right. | let you think that and l'm sorry.” 

"Yeah, no. It's fine. No biggie. Um, | should go. l'm gonna go." 

Jerry reached out and grabbed Stone's wrist. "Wait" He put the cigarette down in the ashtray on the cable 
spool coffee table and stood up. He pulled Stone closer and put his hand on Stone's chest, over his heart. Jerry 


closed his eyes. 


Stone gasped when the blonde took his hand, but when Jerry touched his chest, he froze. That wonderful 
warmth flooded his body, starting in his heart and radiating out to even the roots of his hair. He watched 
Jerry with wide eyes. 


Jerry hummed, getting louder until he groaned Stone's name. Under different circumstances, hearing Jerry say 
his name like that would have driven Stone crazy. As it was, the warm, tingly sensation racing through his 
veins and the blonde's soft groan were enough to distract him. 


"Jerry," Stone whispered in awe. He brought his hand up to cup the blonde's cheek. 


When Jerry collapsed against him, Stone grunted in surprise as his knees buckled, but he wrapped his arms 
around the other man and held him tight, carefully bringing him back to the couch. 


"Why did you do that? Jerry?" 


"You wanted it." 


"No," Stone scowled as he brushed Jerry's hair away from his face. "That's not .." 

"You did" 

| wanted to be here, with you. You didn't have to do that. | just wanted .." 

With a weak smile, Jerry quietly said, "The thing is | like doing it for you. And that's why we can't be friends." 
Stone gazed at him and sighed. "Because you don't like feeling hurt" 


Shaking his head, Jerry panted softly. "No, that's not .." He gently pushed Stone away as he sat up and reached 
for the cigarette that had nearly burned out. "I just can't. I'm sorry." 


No louder than a whisper, Stone mumbled, "Okay. Okay, sure." He pulled his hood up again and quietly reached 
for the door. He stopped and looked at Jerry. "What do you mean you like doing it for me?" 


| mean | like being around you," Jerry slowly said as he turned his head to meet Stone's gaze. "I .." He 


searched for the right words and then slowly smiled. "I think you're interesting.’ 
His face turned red again as he remembered saying the same thing to Jerry. "Why is that a problem?" 
"Remember when you asked me if | could feel happiness?" 


"Yeah. And when | asked if you could feel your own, you wouldn't answer me." Stone glanced around the empty 


room again. "You don't feel comfortable with other people around. That's why you don't talk about yourself” 
"You cant understand what it's like." 


"Try me." 


Six 


Even as Jerry shot him a look, Stone took his jacket off. "I mean it. | want to understand" 

"| know you mean it," Jerry replied. "Stay here." He stood up and started up the steps of the loft. 
Stone sat down on the couch and Osiris jumped up beside him. "Hi, cat. Sorry for waking you." 
Osiris looked at him and then butted his head against Stone's thigh. 

"Can you forgive me?" Stone asked as he scratched the cat's head. 


Jerry returned, wearing a t-shirt and a pair of jeans which he left open and barely clinging to his hips. He 
tossed a towel at Stone. "I'm gonna make a pot of coffee and feed Sy. Be right back" 


Stone smiled as he opened the towel and rubbed his face and hair with it. He then took a cigarette from 


Jerry's pack and lit it. He took a small drag, tentatively inhaling. He wasn't really a smoker but realized he'd 


been doing it a lot more lately. 


When Jerry came back, he handed Stone the same coffee mug with the violets on it that he had before. "So," 


He began as he sat next to Stone. 


"So," Stone repeated. He put the cigarette down in the ashtray and took a sip of coffee, waiting for Jerry to 
talk 


| don't normally go out. You know, to bars? When you saw me at the Central” 


"Yeah?" Stone wondered where this line of conversation was going. It wasn't exactly where he expected Jerry 


to start 

"But | ended up there" Jerry scowled and picked up Stone's cigarette, taking a long drag, 

"You ended up there? What do you mean?" 

"Okay, this is going to freak you out, but | knew you'd be there. | just had the timing a little off" 
For a moment, Stone merely stared at the blonde. Slowly he asked, "How did you know I'd be there?" 
"| dont know how | know these things. | just ~do" 


"You can predict the future or something?" 


Jerry shook his head and took another drag on the cigarette. "No, its not like that, exactly. | can't tell when 
the Seahawks are gonna win or who'll be elected President in twenty years but, um, if | see someone who 
needs, um, my help, then | can start to sort of anticipate things." 

"Are you saying you knew of me before we met?" 

Jerry nodded. 

"And you sought me out?" 

He nodded again, dropping his gaze to stare into his coffee. 

"And you can see into my future?” 

Jerry scowled and quietly replied, "A little." 

"A little? What does that mean?" Stone's voice took a slight edge. 

"Listen, | didn't this is why | cant get close, Stone." 

"Jerry, what does a little mean?" 

With a sigh, Jerry replied, "It means | know you're „attracted to me and |-" 

"Oh, my god," Stone hissed and stood up. "This is ridiculous." He put the mug down and his eyes darted to the 
magazine. He picked it up and tossed it at Jerry. "You've been fucking conning me this whole time. I'm such an 
idiot. Don't come near me again!" He grabbed his jacket, still muttering," | can't believe | fell for this bullshit. 
How fucking desperate do you think | am?" 

"You're desperate for your band's future. | know that.” 

Stone turned and glared at Jerry. "| swear to god, don't you fucking talk about that." 

"You're desperate to know that your sacrifice was worth it” 


"Shut up!" 


Jerry stood up and took a step closer. "You're desperate to understand why he chose the band, too, even 
though you feel guilty for having done the same thing.” 


"I don't have to listen to this. Who the fuck do you think you are?" Stone glared at Jerry while his chest 


heaved with anger and tears filled his eyes. 


Jerry reached out and touched the guitarists cheek, making him flinch. "Please don't leave," He whispered. "I 
know all of this about you. But what you don't know is that I'm .." He paused, closing his eyes as his fingertips 
brushed away Stone's tears. 

Stone didn't wait for Jerry to finish. he grabbed him and pulled him into a deep, rough kiss. When Jerry's hands 
moved to the back of his head, Stone whined into the kiss, frantic to drink him in, to cling to him, to learn as 
much about Jerry as Jerry knew about him. Wrapping his arms around the blonde, Stone walked him back to 


the couch as he continued to kiss him. 


As Jerry fell back, onto the couch, he held a hand up just as Stone was about to pounce on him. "Wait," He 
panted. "Listen to me." 


Stone's face turned red with embarrassment and disappointment, but he wanted to hear Jerry out. "Okay," He 


murmured as he sat down again 
Jerry sat up. "You didn't let me finish" He shot Stone a sheepish grin. "I think that I'm attracted to you, too." 
"Good," Stone smiled and moved a little closer. 

"But" Jerry gave him a wary glance. "I dont know what to do. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Hts been a long time since „you know „and um, it's hard to be close to someone and not see and feel things.” 
er 

"Would you have fallen in love with Eddie if you knew things would have eventually fallen apart?" 


Stone's brow knitted together as he gave it some thought. "Well, | think, in hindsight, | did always know that 


would happen" 

"Hindsight is a wonderful and deceptive thing." 

‘| guess. Are you saying that we would fall apart if we ..2" 

Jerry shrugged and gave a little nod. 

"And it would hurt," Stone concluded. "I get it” 

‘I'm sorry," Jerry murmured. He sniffed and turned his head, letting his hair hide his face. 


Stone's heart broke as he gazed at Jerry. "So that's why you've never felt your own happiness. You've never 


allowed yourself to have any.” 
It just never lasts." 


Stone slid closer and ran his hand over Jerry's hair, tucking it behind his ear. "Maybe not. But that doesn't 


mean you shouldn't feel it while its here” 

"Ht will end, though. It always does. And lIl be left with the pain" 

"Possibly" He slipped his arm around Jerry's shoulders and drew him closer. 
To his surprise, the blonde didn't fight him, instead Jerry curled against his chest 
"What do | feel like now?" Stone quietly asked 

'Like safety and softness. Llke warmth 

"Do you feel any pain?" 

"Only for me" 

"| won't hurt you," Stone whispered and kissed Jerry's hair 

"You're lying," Jerry replied "But you don't even know it! 

"Jerry," Stone sighed 

"Hts okay. You can't see it. But in your heart, you know l'm right! 

He closed his eyes and tightened his arm around the blonde. 

"Its safer now not to let anybody in’ 

"Isn't it lonely?" 

"| have Sy. 

‘Jerry’ 


The blonde lifted his head to look at Stone. "I don't like feeling hurt. And hurt always comes after happiness. 
You know that." 


"I do know that. But we need happiness to live, Jerry. Like plants need the sun and, | don't know, like fish need 


water. We need happiness and joy." 

"| live just fine." 

"No, you survive. It's not the same thing." 

They were both quiet for a long time. Stone wrapped his other arm around Jerry and held him close. 
"There was someone once," Jerry finally whispered. "Let me up." 

Surprised, Stone slowly pulled his arms away. 

Jerry stood up and went up to the loft. He returned with a book and handed it to Stone. 


"Siddhartha," Stone murmured with a little smile. He flipped through the well-worn pages and a photograph fell 
out, onto his lap. 


"His name was Nathan," Jerry softly said as he sat down beside Stone. 


Stone studied the man in the photo. He was older. Stone guessed in his late 40s, maybe early 50s. he wore 
horn-rimmed glasses and had a greying red beard to go with his slightly receding redheaded hairline. He wore a 
tan cardigan sweater over a plain brown t-shirt. But his smile was warm and there were obvious love and 


adoration in his blue eyes that gazed at the camera. 


| met him sort of like | met you. He stood out to me. He needed me. And, um, | did the thing for him. We kind 
of fell in love, | guess." Jerry smiled but there was sadness in his eyes. "I thought something was happening to 
me because of him. Like | was changing, because | could no longer see him. | couldn't, um, | couldn't see his 


future." Jerry grew quiet. 


Stone studied the photo some more as he listened and then looked at Jerry, who was silently sobbing. "Oh, Jer. 


Jerry, no." 


Seven 


Stone lay on his back with his arm around Eddie, who was curled against his side. Hs fingers absently combed 
through Eddie's long hair. It was after three in the morning. They left the Central and came home to Eddie's little 
apartment. Eddie seemed quiet and distant all night. They left Potatohead affer writing and went right to the 
Central to drink. When they arrived at the apartment, Eddie wordless led Stone to the bedroom. Their lovemaking 
left Stone dazed, bitten, and scratched Afterward, although Eddie clung to Stone, he had gone quiet again 


"Whats wrong?" Stone whispered "You know you can talk fo me." 
When Eddie didnt respond, Stone swallowed and closed his eyes 
After several minutes passed, Eddie mumbled, "That song.” 


"Which one?" 


‘Um, you know the one where | wrote, 1 know someday youtll have a beautiful Ife. 
"The one youre calling Black?" 

"Yeah" 

Tentatively, Stone asked, "What about it? Hts sad?" 

Edde sniffled and nodded 

"Why?" 

Hs about someone I loved and lost" 

"Oh" Stone fought back a pang of irrational jealousy. ‘km sorry." 
"You ever go through that?" 

"No, | havent" 

"You wil” 


Stone remembered lying there, staring into the dark and refusing to ask Eddie to elaborate. Jerry's voice 


brought him back to the present. 


"the car and Osiris and all of his books. He really loved to read. After we," He paused and grinned, a light blush 


touching his cheeks. "Well, um, he would read out loud to me. | miss that the most, | think" He gently took the 
book out of Stone's hands. 


‘lm so sorry, Jerry." 
"Thanks. |, um, | tried to," He held one hand up. "Do the thing. But it's not strong enough for a person, | guess." 


Stone couldn't imagine what that must have been like for Jerry, especially after seeing what it took out of 
Jerry to save the cat. "You must have loved him very much." 


"We loved each other very much." 

With a tight smile, Stone nodded. After a pause, he quietly asked, "Jerry, can | ask you a question?" 
"Yeah." 

"Would he want you to live like this?" 

Jerry frowned, his gaze fixed on the photo of Nathan. "That's not fair." 

"| know." 

"You can't guilt me or trick me into .." 

"Into what?" 

"Being with you," Jerry replied as he turned his head and looked at Stone. 

"You think that's all | want?" 

The blonde shrugged one shoulder as he returned his gaze to the photo. 

‘| want you to stop hiding. | want you to be happy.” 

"You think that I'll be happy with you?" 

"| think I'd like to give it a shot." 

Jerry glanced at him. 

"Come on, you came looking for me. Here | am, Jerry. You didn't give up on me." 


"I didn't come looking to hook up with you." There was a slight defensive edge to Jerry's voice. 


Stone softened his. "You came looking because you felt me. Do you go looking for all the people in this city with 
broken hearts?" 


"No, but -" 
"So, why me? What made me special to you?" 
"| don't know." 


He could tell he was frustrating Jerry. Stone grinned and pointed at the magazine. "Maybe you saw me in 


Rolling Stone and thought | was cute.” 

Jerry rolled his eyes. 

"You don't think I'm cute?" 

The blonde's lips twitched as he shook his head. 

"| don't believe you." 

"You're not my type" 

Stone laughed. "Liar. You already admitted you find me attractive." 
"That doesn't mean anything," 

"Of course it does. You liked it when we kissed." 

"| did not. And we didn't kiss. You kissed me." 


Stone smiled. "And I'd like to do it again" He moved closer to Jerry and carefully took his hand. He watched as 
Jerry's fingers folded around his and then lifted his head to meet the blonde's gaze. 


"It doesn't hurt," marveled Jerry. 


Licking his lips, Stone leaned in. He closed his eyes and pressed his lips to Jerry's. When he felt Jerry's other 
hand closed around their joined hands, Stone sighed into the kiss. He brought his hand up to Jerry's face as he 
parted his lips and deepened the kiss. Stone could hear Jerry whine softly as he accepted Stone's tongue, gently 


lapping at it with his own. Stone's heart was racing as he couldn't help wondering what Jerry was feeling. 


He pulled back and studied the other man's face, sweeping his thumb over Jerry's cheek. "You are so 


beautiful," He murmured. He watched as his words made Jerry blush. 


"You are „cute. And different than |." Jerry blushed deeper. 
"Than you expected?" Stone was amused 

hoes) 

"Im not offended. Dont worry.” 

Jerry squeezed his hand. "You feel more than | expected" 

"That's a good thing, right?" 

With a nod, Jerry went in for another kiss. 

Osiris meowed loudly as he weaved in between Stone's feet. 

The guitarist dropped his gaze, pulling away from Jerry, and laughed. "I thought you said he liked me. 
"He does.” 

"If you say so." 


Jerry picked the cat up and set him on his lap. He kept his gaze on Osiris as he pet the cat's head. "He wants 
to know if you want to stay tonight” 


Stone chewed his lip for a moment. "On the couch again?" 

The blonde turned his head. "No." 

He met Jerry's stare and took a deep breath. "I'd love to." 

Osiris ran up the steps, meowing in a somewhat worried, but threatening tone. 

Stone gave Jerry a questioning glance. "Likes me, huh?" 

"He's excited that you're staying." 

Shaking his head, Stone smiled. "The other night, you told him not to worry. | was only staying one night" 
"Okay," Jerry grinned. "He's still warming up to you. And that might have been more for you to hear, anyway." 


‘| had a feeling." 


Jerry turned off the lights, leaving them in the dark. He brushed against Stone as he passed. "Give me a 
second. I'll turn a light on up there." 


As he waited, Stone took a long, deep breath. He was nervous, but happily so. Jerry turned out to be someone 
Stone wanted to spend time with, wanted to get to know and understand. Stone had let Jerry see parts of 
himself he didn't let anybody see. Not even Eddie. He trusted Jerry. 

A soft light flicked on upstairs and Jerry leaned over the edge of the loft. "You can come up." 

As Stone climbed the steps, he kept his gaze fixed on Jerry, who moved back, onto the mattress. Stone 
crawled across the loft. climbing onto the mattress as well. He smiled as he reached for Jerry. "Why do you 
think it doesn't hurt when | touch you anymore?" He asked as he pulled Jerry into his arms. 

"Because you aren't hurting anymore." 

"Thanks to you," Stone murmured as he went in for a kiss. 

"Yeah." Jerry turned his head. "Thanks to me." 

"What?" Stone frowned in confusion. 

"Is, um, is that the only reason?" 

"Reason for what?" 

"Is this the only reason you want to be here?" 


"I'm not sure | follow, Jer." 


As he pushed out of Stone's arms, Jerry quietly asked, "Are you only back here because you think you owe 
me something?" 


"No." Stone shook his head 

"Then why?" 

"Because | like you. | like the way you make me feel" He quickly added as he raised a hand, "Without the thing” 
"| haven't allowed myself to feel anything since... 


"I know. | understand, Jerry. It's terrifying.’ 


The blonde nodded as he dropped his head to hide his face behind his hair again. 


Stone covered Jerry's hand with his own. "But | couldn't imagine life without being terrified, you know? | 
thought | could. | was doing the same thing you are. When Eddie and | broke up, | hid from everyone and 
everything. | pushed people away, | got drunk a lot” He laughed bitterly. "| mean a lot! | was angry. And you 
were right, | am desperate to know if my sacrifice paid off. Thank god you came looking for me, Jerry. You did 
more than just take away my pain. You gave me hope and courage. To think that you sit here, within these 
cold, stark walls, without hope breaks my heart all over again" 


As he tucked his hair behind his ear, Jerry lifted his head. He gave Stone a little smile, again not quite reaching 
his eyes. "Would you do something for me?" 


"Anything," replied Stone with a soft smile. 


"Lay down and read to me?" 


His eyes darted to the bookshelf and back to Jerry. Stone's smile widened. "I'd love to read to you. Anything in 
particular you want to hear?" 


"Whatever you pick will be fine," Jerry assured him. 


As Stone crawled over to the shelf and sat back on his heels, looking over all the titles, Jerry pulled his jeans 


off. He stretched out and pulled the blankets up around himself. 

"He had quite a collection, huh?" Stone commented. 

"This isn't even all of them. There are three more boxes downstairs. He really loved them." 

Stone shot Jerry a smile and went back to reading the spines of the books, tilting his head to one side. He 


didn't want to take too long picking something, so Stone pulled the first book his eyes settled on. He took his 
shoes off and kicked them aside and then crawled back onto the mattress. 


Jerry held the blankets open for him. "It gets kind of cold” 


Stone already knew that it did not get very cold at night in the warehouse, but he said nothing as he slid 
under the blankets and waited as Jerry fluffed up the pillows and settled back against them. A moment later, 
he was wiggling and shifting. Stone waited for him with a little grin before he opened the book When Jerry 
finally stopped moving, he asked, "All good?" 


"Almost," The blonde replied, wearing a little grin of his own. He turned onto his side and tucked his fists under 
his chin, gazing at Stone as he rested his head on the pillow. "Okay." 


Carefully opening the book, listening to the way the spine creaked, Stone gently cleared his throat. In a low 


voice, he read, "In the town there were two mutes, and they were always together." 

Jerry closed his eyes and murmured, "I like this one." 

Stone glanced at him, amazed that he could pick up the novel from just the first line. As he read on, he 
glanced at Jerry every time he turned the page. Eventually, as much as he tried to fight it, Stone's eyes grew 
tired. He marked the page, closed the book, and put it down. Then he reached over and turned the lamp off. 
Stone was slow and careful not to wake Jerry as he shifted onto his side and ran his fingers gently through 
Jerry's hair. "Goodnight, Jer," He whispered as he moved his hand over the blonde's shoulder. 

Jerry quietly snorted and snuggled in against Stone. 


Eddie was having another rough night He tossed and turned and cried out in his sleep. Stone wanted to wrap his 


arms around the singer and hold him tight, but Eddie thrashed too much The one and only time he did try fo do it, 
Eddie ended up punching him in the jaw as he flailed So Stone had carefully moved fo sit in the chair beside the 
bed 

The nightmares were often about his mother and step-father. Eddie would come home to find his step-father 
yelling at his mother, threatening to hit her. Eddie was a child, but he tried in vain fo pull his step-father off of his 
mom. They always ended with Eddie waking up, screaming for his mother. He sat straight up, panting and howling 
‘ts okay, baby. You were dreaming again" Stone murmured 

Eddie turned and looked at him, squinting in the dark. "Oh, god Oh, Stone. | did it again?" 

"Yeah," Stone replied as he slowly crawled back in bed 


Now, it was okay for him fo wrap the smaller man in his arms. Now, Eddie welcomed it and curled up against 


Stone's chest 

thm so sorry." 

‘ts okay. Shh. It's okay, Eddie." 

As Eddie settled down again, he whispered, 'I love you." 

Running his hands up and down Eddie's back, Stone replied, 'I love you, too." 

Stone sighed as he rubbed his cheek against Jerry's hair. He had no idea where this was going, whether it 


would last, or even if it would get off the ground. But Stone was sure of one thing: being around Jerry made 
him believe that everything that was a mess in his life could and would be fixed. 


Something brushed against his cheek Stone wrinkled his nose and grunted as he turned over. Whatever it was, 
it was persistent, brushing roughly over the apple of his cheek and his nose. He opened one eye and found 
Osiris in his face, licking him with his sandpapery tongue. 


"Well, good morning to you, too, cat," Stone groaned and turned, about to say something to Jerry. But the 
other side of the mattress was empty. 


Stone lifted up on his elbows and looked around the loft while Osiris walked over to the steps with his tail 
swishing side to side. The cat looked back at Stone. 


"Oh, is he down there?" Stone asked as he slowly pushed back the blankets. 


He followed the cat down to the living room and then through the doorway to the kitchen. There, he found 
Jerry standing in only a pair of jeans, tending to a plan on the hotplate. 


"Hey! There you are, sleepy head" Jerry smiled. "There's coffee." He lifted his chin in the direction of the 


coffee maker. 

"Thanks." Stone felt his stomach tighten when Jerry smiled. There was a twinkle in his eyes that wasn't there 
before. He smiled back at the blonde and gently touched his back as he walked past Jerry. "What are you 
making?" 

"Pancakes." 

"They smell good" He poured coffee into the violet mug that was set out for him. "What time is it?" 

"A little after eleven" 

"Wow! | slept that long?" 

Jerry nodded as he flipped a pancake. 

"| haven't .." Stone trailed off and sipped his coffee. 

"Slept that much in a while?" 

"Not really." He rubbed his face and then took another sip of coffee. 

"| get it. | don't get much sleep, either. | was up at seven" 


"Seven? And you let me sleep this long?" 


"You probably needed it," Jerry replied as he plated two large pancakes. "Besides, you looked so sweet and 


peaceful, | couldn't wake you." He glanced at Stone and grinned. 

Stone sipped his coffee to hide his blush and took the plate that Jerry offered him. "Thanks." 

There was a brand new, unopened bottle of syrup and a brand new unopened plastic tub of butter on the table. 
Stone looked at them and then looked at Jerry as the blonde was tending to more pancakes. He must have gone 
out while Stone was still asleep. Stone smiled to himself as he opened the syrup and poured some on his 
pancakes. 


"Thank you for making breakfast. | didn't realize how hungry | am." 


"Happy to" 


Stone picked up his fork, poised to cut into the pancakes while he stared at Jerry's back. He took in his long 
blonde hair as it cascaded down his back, his thin waist, and long legs. He watched Jerry's tattooed arms move 
and flex as he flipped pancakes. 

"Are they okay?" Jerry asked with a curious smile. 

"What? Oh! Oh, yeah." Stone stammered as he immediately cut into the stack. 

Jerry brought his plate and coffee to the table and sat across from Stone. He used the edge of his fork to 
scoop out a huge chunk of butter from the tub and then poured almost half the bottle of syrup onto his 
pancakes. 

Stone could only stare. 

"What?" 


With a little laugh, Stone shook his head. "Nothing. Nothing at all." 


They ate in silence for a moment before Osiris stood on his hind legs and placed his front paws on Stone's 


thigh. He looked up at Stone and meowed loudly. 


"Sy, no. Get down" Jerry scolded him. "He's only trying to beg from you because he knows better than to try 


me. 


With a grin, Stone leaned over and whispered loudly, "Don't worry, buddy. I'll slip you something when he's not 
looking.” 


"Don't tell him that!" 
"What?" Stone laughed. "I have to do something to get him to like me." 


Jerry's glare was brief before he quietly laughed and shook his head. After a moment, he asked, "Do you, um, 
do you have anything you have to do today?" 


"No." 
"Good, because it's raining. So | thought .." 
Stone smiled and raised his eyebrows. "So you thought..2" 


"You could hang out?" 


"| can hang out,” Stone agreed. He took a bite and then, after he swallowed, said, "There's no place I'd rather 


be." 


After they cleaned up the breakfast dishes, Stone glanced at the small bathroom. "Do you think | could maybe 


take a quick shower?" 
‘Oh, um, yeah. Of course." 


In the narrow shower stall, Stone stood under the low-pressure stream of hot water. He had a feeling he knew 


where the afternoon would take them. While he was excited about the prospect, it also made him nervous. 

"You sure you want fo do this?" Eddie asked as he leaned over Stone and gave him a kiss. 

Stone stared into Eddie's stormy blue eyes. He swallowed and nodded 'I want fo." 

The pain was sharp as Edde entered him. It seemed to take forever as the singer moved slowly, stretching Stone. 
Eddie whispered softly, encouraging Stone to relax. He fed the guitarist soft kisses and brushed his hair back, 
moaning quietly in his ear. He was perfectly gentle and patient. When Eddie began fo rock back and forth, Stone 
sighed and felt his body start fo loosen The pain gave way to a pleasure Stone had never felt before. It started as 
a gentle, shuddering ripple up his spine and grew into a warm, pulsing sensation taking over his entire body. It 


exploded in a white hot heat as Stone screamed Eddie's name, pumping his seed all over his chest and stomach 


He actually said Eddie's name and Stone had no idea exactly how loud he was, he got so lost in his memory. He 


leaned against the tiled wall and squeezed his eyes closed Maybe he wasn't quite ready to do this with Jerry. 


He found the blonde back up in the loft, lying on the mattress and reading the book from the previous night. 
"Hey," Stone quietly said, giving Jerry a little smile. 


"Good shower?" Jerry asked, putting the book down 
"Yeah," Stone hesitated at the top of the steps. 
"Come here." Jerry patted the mattress. "Is there something wrong?" 


"No, um, nothing „nothing's wrong." Stone studied Jerry. Could he have heard him? He crawled onto the 


mattress and, when Jerry opened his arms, Stone immediately curled up in his embrace. 


Nine 

Jerry's arms around him felt good. It was a solace Stone hadn't felt in a long time. For several minutes, he 
didn't move. He stayed tucked under Jerry's chin, breathing in his scent of sweetness and faint cigarettes|t 
compelled Stone to kiss the warm skin before him. Softly, at first, a tiny, quick peck here, a soft little kiss 
there. Jerry's hands on his back paused when he did it. So Stone kissed him again, slower this time, parting his 


lips and letting his breath tickle Jerry's chest. 


Above him, Jerry sighed. Stone felt the blonde's body sag a little, giving in to relaxation. his parted lips kissed 


their way across Jerry's chest. 
"Stone," Jerry whispered 

"Yeah?" 

iea 

"What do you see?" He asked as he eased himself back, bringing Jerry with him. 


The blonde kept his eyes closed but followed Stone. He slowly eased himself between Stone's spread legs. "I see 


you moving on, finding someone from Eddie's past" 


Stone took Jerry's face with both hands and drew him into a long, deep kiss. He moaned softly into Jerry's 


open mouth as he rolled his hips. "I dont want to move on, Jer. | want to be right here." 

"I know. | mean „everything will work out. You'll see. And it will be because of you." 

Stone pulled back. When Jerry opened his eyes, Stone whispered, "You can really see that?" 

Jerry smiled and nodded. "I really can" 

He studied Jerry's crystal blue eyes, gazing deeply into them, looking for a hint, an explanation. How could this 
all be real? Stone was reminded of Eddie's endless eyes in which he never saw a speck of dishonesty or a 
flicker of cruelty. He remembered all the hope all the love he found in the singer's soulful stare. Stone saw the 
same hope reflected now in Jerry's eyes. Instead of making Stone happy, though, he was filled with sadness. He 
gently pushed Jerry off of himself. 


"What's wrong? Did | say something | shouldn't have?" 


"No, Jerry. It's not that. Its just | think | feel differently now. | think | don't want you to try so hard to offer 


me reassurance. l'm not here about myself. | want you -" 


"To be happy?" 

ee 

"But | am. | am happy that you're here and that | can help you" 
"But you don't have to keep helping me 

"| want to. 


| know and | appreciate that. What can | do for you?" He squeezed his eyes closed and quietly added, "And not 


because | think | owe you. Because | care for you and | want to make you happy." 
"Well," Jerry began. 

Stone opened his eyes. "Yeah?" 

"There is one thing you can do." 


The guitarists eyes widened at the impish little grin on the blonde's lips. "lm not sure | like that look on your 


face." 

Jerry laughed as he picked up the book and handed it to him. 

"Read more?" 

"Please?" 

As Stone took the book from Jerry's hand, he kissed him. "Happy to." He stacked the pillows against the wall 
and sat up against them. Stone gasped softly when Jerry laid his head in his lap, hoping Jerry couldn't tell how 
„happy he was to be there with him. As he opened the book, Stone jokingly said, "I'm beginning to think you only 
want me here for the reading." 

"Not true. You're a good cuddler, too." 


Stone melted. He wanted to toss the book aside and attack Jerry. But, for now, he read. 


They wiled away the afternoon, Stone had no idea how long they stayed there, in Jerry's bed. He read quietly, 
absently petting Jerry's hair, getting lost in the story. 


"The feeling was a whole lot worse than being hungry for any dinner, yet it felt like that. | want - | want - | 
want - was all she could think about - but just what this real want was she did not know." 


Stone stopped reading. he lifted his head to stare straight out in front of him. The hand holding the book slowly 
fell to the side, a finger holding the page as it rested on the mattress. 


Jerry picked his head up. "What? Are you okay?" 
He snapped out of, shaking his head slightly and smiling. "I think | need to go. | need to see Eddie." 
As he slowly moved off of Stone, Jerry murmured, "Okay." 


"I have an idea | know what we need to do" He gave Jerry a kiss. "I think you were right. I'll, um, I'll come back, 


okay? As soon as | can" 

"Okay." 

"Thank you." Stone smiled and kissed him again. He scrambled to the end of the mattress and pulled on his 
shoes. Taking one last look at Jerry, he turned toward the steps. Stone paused and turned back. He hurried 
over to Jerry, gave him another kiss and told him, "I'll be back. | promise." 

Osiris ran down the steps after Stone and sat by the door as Stone pulled his jacket on 


"What? Now, you don't want me to leave?" Stone grinned. "Sorry, cat" 


Stone drove home in the rain, excited about his idea and only cursing mildly when he hit traffic in the city. His 


mind wandered. 

“Sounds good, right?" Jeff asked him for the thousandth time. 

"Yeah, he's all right." 

"All right?" 

"Yeah," Stone shrugged. 

‘Dude, this is the guy. Look, here's his phone number. Let's give him a call." 
fine." Stone sat back on Jeffs couch. "Call him." 


Jeff gave him a look as he dialed the phone. He scooted closer to Stone and held the receiver next to his head to 


let Stone hear as well 
"Hello?" H was a quiet, friendly, but wary-sounding voice. 


"Uh, is this Eddie?" 


"Yeah. Who's this?" 

‘eff! Its Jeff Ament, up in Seattle." 

‘Oh, cool. Hil" 

"j" 

Stone elbowed Jeff. 

"Uh, Stone is here, too." 

"H; Stone." 

‘Hey, Ed. Eddie." 

‘So, whats up? You got the tape?" 

"Yeah! You sound great." 

Oh," Eddie sounded wary again. "Thanks." 

Stone shot Jeff a look 

Jeff ignored him. "So, we were calling to ask if you wanted fo come up and see how things work out." 
There was a pause and, again, Stone looked at Jeff. 
Finally, Eddie said, "Yeah, | can do that. When?" 


Stone spoke up before Jeff had a chance. "The sooner the better. Take a couple days off of work, but dont quit 


yet. Just in case." 

Jeff glared at him. 

But Eddie laughed "Good advice, Stone. Thanks." 

"You want to call Jack Irons?" Jeff stood in the middle of Stone's living room with his arms crossed. 


"Yes! Come on, Jeff. It makes the most sense. He knows us. He knows Eddie. He's good." Stone pleaded his case 


and then turned to Eddie, who was sat on the couch beside him. 


Their eyes met and, in the span of a couple seconds, a thousand unspoken words passed between them. 
Eddie nodded, "I+ makes perfect sense." He smiled at Stone. 

eff watched the two of them and then rolled his eyes. 

"Do you have a better idea?" Stone asked 

"No, but" 


He looked at Mike, who sat in a chair, watching and keeping his mouth closed. "Up to you Mike. Yes or no for 
Jack?" 


Mike shot Jeff a look of apology. "Sorry, dude. It is a good idea" 


"Yes!" Stone raised a fist in the air. He rolled his eyes at Jeff. "Not sure what you have against it, anyway." 
Not giving the bassist a chance to reply, he turned to Eddie. "Let's call him right now." 


It happened so fast, as these things usually do. They talked to ack and he agreed. The very next day, he flew 
up from California They went right into the studio to practice with him. Every day, they met late in the 


morning and worked until well after midnight. 


‘lm fucking beat, you guys. | gotta go home," Stone mumbled as he set his guitar in the rack. He checked his 
watch. "Damn, it's after three." 


"For real?" Mike asked. "Shit. | gotta get home, too." 


The pair of guitarists left the studio together. As they paused by Stone's car, Mike stretched his arms over 
his head. 


"I think | need that guy to that trick on me." 
"What guy?" Stone asked as he unlocked his car. 


"You remember, the guy you met that brought that cat back to life. That was some crazy shit. But | need 
him to bring me back to life, | think” 


"Shit! Jerry!" He yanked the door open. "Mikey, | gotta go. Sorry, man" 


Ten 


The Vette was gone. The door was locked. Where could he have gone? 

"Jerry?" Stone called as he banged on the door. He mumbled, "What the hell are you doing, idiot? He's not here." 
With a sigh, Stone looked around. This warehouse was in the middle of nowhere. There was never anybody else 
around. That was probably why Jerry chose it. He sat down on the grey, concrete stoop and watched as he 
twirled his key ring around his finger. Stone waited. And waited. He was exhausted and all he wanted was a 
shower and to crawl into Jerry's welcoming arms. He moved to lean against the door and draw his knees up. 
Stone lowered his forehead against them and closed his eyes. A second later, he was dozing off. 

A hand on his shoulder, shaking him, woke him up. 

"Huh?" Stone mumbled. 

"Stone, wake up." Jerry stood above him, holding a brown paper bag in one arm. 

"Hey!" Stone smiled. 

"Go home." 

"What? No. |..." 

It's five in the morning, Stone. Go home." 

"But | wanted to see you." 


Jerry huffed. 


Stone got to his feet. "You're mad at me. Okay. | understand. It's just that you were right. Jerry, we called this 
friend of Eddie's, like you said. And it's going great." 


"| know" 

"What? Oh, right. OF course, you know. Tharks. This is all because of you" 

Jerry's brow knotted and he frowned 

Stone looked at the bag again "What are you doing grocery shopping this early in the morning?" 


"Stone," Jerry's voice took a slight tone of warning. "Go home." 


"So that's it?" 


"Yeah, that's it. l'm glad things worked out for you." Jerry turned the lock and stepped inside, glancing at Stone 


before closing the door. 


"Fuck," Stone cursed. He looked at his car and then back at the door. "Jerry!" He called. "I know this is a dick 


move but | really want a chance to make everything up to you." 

He stepped down off the stoop and walked around the building. He jumped up to look into the windows in the 
kitchen and saw Jerry putting things away, into the mini fridge. "Jerry! You can see my future. You know I'm 
not leaving. Please talk to me." 

"Go away," Jerry grumbled. He stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. 

Stone sighed and looked around. He went back to his car and started the engine. He slowly brought it around 
the building and parked close to the windows. "This is fucking stupid," He mumbled to himself as he climbed up 
onto the Volvo's roof. Stone carefully pushed the slanted window open and started to pull himself under it. 
Osiris sat on the floor and meowed as he stared up at Stone. 


"Hi, Sy. | know. This is ridiculous." He grunted as he pulled himself through. 


The loop on his jeans got caught on the window's handle and, as Stone slipped through to the floor, his jeans 
ripped, leaving a big, gaping hole from the waistband all the way down the back of his thigh. 


The bathroom door opened and Jerry froze. Stone stared up at him. 

"You're fucking joking.” 

"You had to know this was coming." Stone gave him a sheepish grin. 

"You're out of your mind." 

"Maybe," Stone replied as he stood up. "You're important to me, Jerry, and I'm sorry." 
‘| understand. Your career and your band are important to you, too." 

Stone nodded. 

| went to your house. Three times." 


"You did?" Stone grinned and took a step closer. 


"Yes, but „don't look at me like that." 

"Like what?" He took another step. 

Jerry turned away. "You can't just come and go like that. It's .." 

"Wrong? 

"And ..2" 

"And | hurt you." 

"When you said you wouldn't, Stone. And | told you that you were lying, didn't |?" 

"Yeah, but -" 

Jerry shook his head. "It's really better for both of us if we just don't do this." 

"| can make it work, Jerry." 

"No, you cant" 

"But | want to." 

"God, listen to yourself!" Jerry exploded. "Im just supposed to sit around and wait for you to figure out how to 
‘make it work’? Just because you want to? What about what | want? | want peace! | want to stop all this pain! 
But you „you won't fucking let it go!" 

Stone was at a loss. He opened his mouth to reply, but nothing came out. 

| want you to leave but instead, you're crawling in my fucking windows!" 


Stone laughed softly and then gave Jerry a bashful look "I'm sorry. Please don't make me leave. | meant it. 


You're important to me. | want a chance to make it up to you." 

"You want, you want, you want. How many times a day do you say that word, Stone?" 
"Jerry." He stepped up to the blonde and lay a hand on his arm. 

With a sigh, Jerry shook his head. "Im not gonna get rid of you, am I?" 


"Nope." 


After a shower, Stone dressed in only his boxer shorts and t-shirt. He found Jerry in the loft with a book. He 
climbed into the bed and rested his head in Jerry's lap. "l'm sorry for disappearing on you. It was wrong. The 
band is a priority to me. But so are you." 

Jerry set the book down and gently placed both hands on Stone's head, letting his fingertips massage his scalp. 
"You know, l'm not an idiot. | knew that when you were here before, eventually, you'd return to your life. Your 
band and all the business that goes with it. But | was mad at you. Mad at myself, too. For allowing you to get 
this close. No, for wanting you to get this close." 

His fingers on Stone's head were warm and soothing. Stone purred as his eyelids grew heavy. "You want me?" 
"More than I'll ever admit" 

"Want you, too." He sighed softly and drifted off to sleep. 

Stone woke up to find himself alone again. He was tucked under the blankets and immediately smelled food 
cooking. He rolled onto his back and rubbed his eyes. Jerry was seriously too good to him and Stone realized 
just how selfish he was being. 

‘No, we're not doing that." Stone mumbled and rolled over, giving Eddie his back. 

"But -" 

said no." 

"You cant do that." 

"Yes, | can Its my -" He stopped short 

"Your what?" Eddie demanded. "Your band?" 


"No." 


‘Sure. That's what you were going to say. | have news for you, Stone. There are four other people in this band 
whether you want fo admit it or not." 


"You don't think | know that?" He lifted his head and glared at Eddie over his shoulder. 
‘Sometimes, | don't think you know that." 


‘Listen, | know what Im doing" 


‘Do your" 

"Yes!" Stone barked "Now, go to sleep." 

Eddie got out of the bed 

"Where are you going?" 

"Youre not my fucking boss, Stone!" 

The hotel room door slammed and Stone was left in angry, uncomfortable silence. 


When he stepped into the room, Osiris rubbed against his leg. Stone bent and picked the cat up and held him 
against his chest. "Hi. I'm selfish." 


Jerry grinned but didn't look up from the pan on the hot plate. 


Stone gave the cat's head a kiss and then put him down. He stepped up to Jerry and examined the contents of 
the pan. 


"Chicken stir-fry." 

"It smells delicious." 

"You're kind of selfish." Jerry shot him a grin. 

"I know. I'm sorry." Stone spotted the box of quick rice on the table. "Do you have a pot for the rice?" 
"Yeah, on the shelf. Run the hot water in the sink for a long time. Cuts down on the boil time a little." 
"Okay." 

Stone noticed it was dark out as he turned the faucet on. "I slept a long time again, didn't |?" 

‘It's after six, so ..yeah." 

"Shit" 

"Do you need to get back?" 

He probably did but he smiled at Jerry and replied, "No. I'll catch up with them tomorrow." 


"Do you want a pair of jeans or something to put on?" 


With a grin, Stone shook his head. "l'm good." 
He sat across the table from Jerry, still grinning as he crossed a leg over his knee and ate. 
"Do you often eat dinner in your underwear?" 
"At home? All the time. You don't?" 

"Not when | have company." 

"l'm company?" 

"Arent you?" 

Stone pouted. "No." 

"What are you, then?" 

"A friend" 

"Ah" 

"A good friend" 

Jerry raised an eyebrow. 

"A close friend" 

"Okay." 


Stone offered to wash the dishes. As he stood at the sink, he watched Jerry glance at him with a litte grin 
and then walk out of the room toward the steps to the loft. 


Eleven 


Jerry was on the bed, petting Osiris, when Stone climbed the steps. "Shoo," He murmured and gave the cat a 
gentle push. 


Osiris regarded Stone with what he swore was a look of warning, and knowing the cat like he did, Stone didn't 


doubt that's exactly what it was. 


As Stone crawled onto the mattress, he noticed the book they were reading laying nearby. "Do you want me to 


read?" 


"No, not tonight,” Jerry replied as he reached for Stone. He shifted onto his back and pulled Stone on top of 


him. 


"Are you sure about this?" Stone smiled as Jerry's fingers gently traced along his cheekbones and around the 


back of his head. 


"l'm sure," He whispered and pulled Stone down, into a slow deep kiss. He moved one hand to cup the back of 


Stone's head while the other slid lower, fingers massaging his neck. 


Stone pulled into the kiss, enjoying the warmth from Jerry's fingers. "Feels so good," He moaned against the 
blonde's lips. 


‘| can show you how good it feels in other places, too." 


Stone lifted his head and watched Jerry blush. He grinned. "I think I'd love that" He stole another kiss before 
adding, "And, even though | can't do the thing, I'm gonna try like hell to make you feel good, too." 


He pushed Jerry's t-shirt up, exposing his stomach, and dipped his head. Stone let his warm breath tickle 
Jerry's skin before using his slightly parted lips to kiss him. He could feel the blonde tremor and shudder. 
"Relax, Jerry," Stone whispered. 


It's just „its been so long." 


"I know. And I'm gonna take good care of you," Stone replied as he unbuttoned Jerry's jeans and pulled down the 


zipper. "Gonna take real good care of you." 
Their eyes met as Stone slipped his hand inside and let his fingertips glide along Jerry's length. 
‘Oh, Jerry." Stone grinned. He pulled Jerry's pants all the way off, eager to explore the blonde's beautiful body 


some more. "You're incredible," Stone murmured before giving Jerry's cock a long, slow lick. 
Jerry sighed as he melted into the mattress. Hls hands rested on Stone's head for a moment before he 


started to grab at his shoulders. "Stone." 
"What is it, baby?" 
"Need to stop." Jerry gave him a sheepish grin. "Too fast." 


"Ah, we need to go slower?" He asked as he stood up and pushed his shorts down, showing Jerry his erection. 


"| can do slower." 

"Oh, my god," Jerry groaned. He sat up and took Stone by the wrist, pulling him back down. 

Stone lay awake, wrapped up in Jerry's arms. He could hear Jerry's soft snuffles and snores in his hear and 
feel his warmth against his back. Stone's body ached in the most amazing way. He felt an electricity zipping 
through his veins as if Jerry had somehow transferred his energy directly into Stone. He wondered if that's 
how it worked. Maybe it did. Maybe, as they made love, Jerry's energy had bonded them together. Or maybe 
this was just some really intense afterglow. Either way, Stone basked in it. And he was slowly becoming sure of 


one thing: He never wanted it to end. 


He carefully rolled over and kissed Jerry's parted lips. Stone gave Jerry's upper lip a soft kiss. He moved to his 
plump lower lip and gently sucked on it while his fingers traced the apple of Jerry's cheek 


Under his gentle touches, Jerry began to stir. He moaned and pulled Stone closer. 


| can feel you pumping through my veins," Stone whispered. "I want more." He moved onto his back and pulled 


Jerry on top of him. He wrapped his legs around the blonde and kissed him awake. 
"So selfish," Jerry murmured into the kisses. 


When Stone woke up, he was surprised to find Jerry still in bed with him. He knew he had to get back to the 
band but he didn't want to leave. He whispered Jerry's name. “Jerry. Jer, | need to get up." 


"You have to go back to your band," Jerry said without opening his eyes. 
"Yeah" 

"Hts okay. You should’ 

Hl come back tonight after we're done. 

Jerry's eyes opened and he smiled. "Okay. That'll be good” 


Stone returned his smile and gave Jerry another kiss. "I, um, | really | really like ..” 


"You don't have to say anything, Stone. | know." 


| want to say it" He took a deep breath. "I'm falling in love with you." Stone kissed him again and then got up. 


He pulled on his shorts, avoiding Jerry's gaze as he looked around. 
"Take a pair of my jeans off the pile over there." 
Stone pulled the jeans on and found the rest of his clothes downstairs. "Ill be back tonight, Jer. | promise." 


And then he hurried out the door. 


He practically floated into the studio and found Eddie there alone. 
"Am | early?" Stone asked, finding that highly unlikely. 
"Nah, the rest of them are late. Later than you." 


"Are you working on something?" Stone asked as he sat down with his guitar. He couldn't hide his grin, thinking 


back to just a couple hours before when he and Jerry made love for the second time. 
"Just a little melody that came to mind" Eddie stared at him. "Why are you smiling like that?" 

"What? Im not" 

Eddie's eyes widened. 'I remember that goofy smile. You got laid! 

Stone turned around and gave Eddie his back. "I did not? 

"You did! And it's someone you really like. Hmm .could it be that hot blonde guy Mike told me about?" 
"What?" Stone spun back around. 


"Yep, it is," Eddie confirmed. He laughed softly as Stone blushed. "It's okay, Stoney. I'm glad. Its nice to see that 


smile again" 
Still blushing, Stone replied, "Thanks. That means a lot, Eddie." 


Stone couldn't keep his eyes off the clock His body still thrummed with Jerry's energy and all he wanted to 
was get back there to him. At midnight, he put his guitar down. "I gotta go," He announced. 


Jeff started to object. "Where are you going now? We have so much work to do yet!" 


"Let him go," Eddie said "We'll be fine." He shot Stone a grin. 


The Corvette wasn't there. Stone could already feel some strange sense of dread filling his heart. "No," He said 
out loud. "It's fine. He's just doing something. Probably late night groceries again" 


After all, Stone reasoned, he never did say what time he would come back. 


He went around back and climbed in through the window again, imagining the look on Jerry's face when he came 


home and found Stone naked in his bed. Something felt different, though. It felt too quiet inside. 
"Osiris? Sy, its me. Its Stone. Where are you, cat?" 

He stood up and carefully felt his way to the doorway where he turned on the light. 

"Sy?" Stone called again as he walked into the living room to the stairs. 

No cat, no Jerry. But on the mattress lay the book. 


"No," Stone murmured. His heart pounded and he broke out in a cold sweat. "No, no, no." He reached for the 


book. "No, Jerry!" 


Sinking down to the bed, he fought back tears as he flipped through the pages. A folded piece of white paper 
fell into his lap. Stone put the book down and picked up the paper and unfolded it. He swiped at his eyes and 
stared blankly at the words on the page. 


Stone, 


Please find it in your heart to forgive me. Last night, you gave me something that Iil carry with me forever. You 
gave me love. You gave me the courage to live again It would be so easy to stay and fo be the one you return fo 
night after night. But | need fo live, too. Please chase your dream. Please live your dream. Know that I will always 
be watching | will always love you. One day, | will find you again. One day, | will come to you again. For now, please 
carry me in your heart. Because of you, | feel my own happiness again Thank you 


Yours, 


verry 


He sniffled and wiped away the tears streaming down his cheeks. Stone noticed that a sentence in the book had 


been underlined. 


There was hope in him, and soon perhaps the outline of his journey would take form 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
The book they have been reading throughout most of this story is Carson McCullers' The Heart Is A Lonely 
Hunter. It is a fantastic read. If you haven't given it a try, please do. 


November 4, 2015, Santiago, Chile 

Stone slipped into the bar. It was three o'clock in the afternoon and he just wanted some time to himself. He 
found an empty table in the corner. There were a few fans there. He could tell they were Americans. But so 
far, either they had noticed him or they could feel the ‘do not disturb‘ vibes he was throwing out there. He 
ordered a beer and then opened the tattered, worn out book he brought with him. The truth was he never 
went anywhere without it. Stone got lost in those beloved lines. The football match on the television was 
ignored. He didn't notice the fans looking at him or when they snapped a few photos of him with their phones. 
"I know how that one ends," Someone above him said as they set down another bottle of beer. 

"Me, too" Stone replied as he noted the large hand and silver rings. 


"And when at last he was inside again he composed himself soberly to await the morning sun 


Stone closed the book and set it down on the table. He pasted on a fake smile, one which he'd perfected for the 
fans, and lifted his gaze. He was met with a pair of bright blue, smiling eyes. 


"Hi, Stone." 
He slowly stood up, mouth falling open in surprise. Stone stared into those eyes as tears filled his own 
"Shh." The other man gently hushed him as he raised his hand to Stone's cheek. 


The guitarist leaned into the touch and closed his eyes. Warmth flooded his body, radiating from the spot 


where he was being touched and settling into his heart. "It's you." 


